8o                             FOOTSLOGGER

I was very successful in exhibiting at the Naina Tal Fine Art
Society, I sold five pictures for 270 rupees, won a first prize,
a fourth, and two highly commended. The Pioneer devoted many
columns to our activities in Ranikhct; and in commenting upon
the production of Bluebeard Re-blued, after warmly congratulating
me upon the scenery and dresses, painted and designed by
myself, and upon the libretto, for which I was largely responsible,
continued, "Julia infected everybody and everything with her
madcap ways. She was excellent*"

At the termination of the animal training I submitted a proposal
to my Colonel, that as its test, I might organize a khud race,
in emulation of the agility and mountain skill of the Pathans.
The race was over a cour.se of three aud a half miles as the crow
flics, partly through dense forests, crossing mountain torrents,
and included the scaling of rocky mountains with a sheer drop
of three hundred feet. The race was carried out in full fighting
kit with rifles. Over four hundred men took part and three
hundred and seventy-eight finished the course. My own company
entered ninety-two men and won the most points, getting in
fifty-nine men within the time limit. I myself ran third in the
race, but, as the leader of my company, was responsible also to
see that my team kept well in the vanguard. In later years, just
before the War, when serving wilh the Argyll and Sutherland
Highlanders, I instituted a similar race across the moor and
heights above Loch Lomond, which I won.

What a race ! Six hundred men at the starting-point. The
pistol shot. We leap forward together, men on parade, left foot
foremost; it must have been so* Marching boots thud on the
hard soil, accoutrements jangle. Someone swears as he trips in
the mass. The swifter runners, I among them, forge to the front.
I glance round : my company is well up, close upon my heels.
I recognize the faces among the bobbing heads, mouths open,
eager eyes, some already sweating. We cross the main road.
Wcs pass between a crowd of senior officers and ladies. They
cheer encouragement*

We press upwards, now making a way through tall fir trees and
pines, stumbling over huge ant-hills. It is gruelling work this.
The sweat pours over my forehead and into my eyes, making
them smart. The hill-top : I am running in the first five. I see
the others as we debouch almost simultaneously from the wood.
I look around again : my men are well up, blowing hard. Some
have dropped back* I do not see them, and other men have